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Oh, could I chaunt some heavenly measure, 
To thee I'd give each sweetest note ; 

To thee should strains of varied pleasure 
Borne in mingled cadence float. 

Soft as angels whispering peace 

Eoimd a parting spirit play ; 
So would I bid thy sorrows cease, 

And sing each gloomy care away. 

Loud as morning stars proclaimed 
Creative power with harps of gold. 

So should thy generous heart be famed, 
So thy deeds of kindness told. 

But take the gift ; 'tis all I can : 
If thou accept, enough for me. 

It tells of what my wish would plan : 
Take, then, my song, whatever it be. 
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fniiKcrtptton on a dun^Btal. 

" Horas non ntimero nisi serenas." 

Count but the sunny hours, 
Thou that art wise ; 

Time that in darkness lours 
Unnoted flies. 
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C(£L£BS TO NE06AM0S. 

Honey-moonshine bright and fair 

Beams not on me : 
Joys of love shall others share 

When they agree. 
Take, my friend, the good that's sent thee ; 
May no after-thought repent thee ; 
Singly-blest will I content me, 

Easy and free. 

THE RESPONSE. 

Cease to scoff at holiest station. 

Not in thy power. 
So the fox in deep vexation 

Said, " Grapes are som-." 
Oh ! of woman's love unworthy, 
Sure no maid will e'er prefer thee, 
Testy, peevish, musty, scurvy. 

Old bachelor. 



Co mv fiatibt Colon. 

Farewell ! I may call thee my home 

No more, Httle town of the vale ; 

Yet life shall awake in tliese veins, 

E'en earth's distant realms though I roam, 

When memory echoes a tale 

Of thee and thy corn-covered plains. 

But not for thy fields, nor the meads 
Where Thames pours a reverend stream ; 
Not thy bandlet of elms, nor the wall 
With ivied grace telling the deeds 
Through Britain's far story that beam 
Heroic at chivalry's call. 

No ! not for the charm of that spire 
Which, simple as earth's lowUest flower, 
Springs Hght as the plumage of heaven ; 
Nor yet for the turf where my sire, 
In shade of yon grey mossy tower, 
Finds rest to the weary is given. 



TO MY NATIVE TOWN. 

Loved scenes ! though in beauty ye stand, 
Not for you, as we part, do I sigh ; 
Not for you does a tear find a spring ; 
For, instant at memory's command, 
Your forms shall for ever be nigh 
Where Fancy first waved his young wing. 

Twas there, in the daring of youth. 
My spirit was bold to aspire. 
Forgetting the world and its rage, 
For Beauty, for Faith, and for Truth, 
The beam intellectual of fire 
From Poet, Historian, and Sage. 

What though to my proud soaring soul 
Time now has drawn shorter the chain. 
Nor dares she the eagle to call 
Her pattern disdaining control ; 
My toil, as the bee's, yet may gain 
The sweets that are common to all. 

Say, spirit of youth, that art fled. 
And flying hast borne off* my pride, 
Shall Fancy his boast lose so soon ? 



TO MY NATIVE TOWN. 

Shall beamings of joy be but shed 
To brighten the morning's foil tide, 
And fly with the ebbings of noon ? 

Oh, no ! for the giowings of soul 
Here kindled for ever to bum. 
To me as a treasure belong : 
The tale of the past to unroll, 
The lessons of wisdom to learn. 
Or dance to the magic of song. 

Then, not till the light of the mind 
Life's pathway has ceased to illume. 
Shall visions of memory fail. 
With each early floweret entwined 
In fancy's bright garland shall bloom 
My own little town of the vale. 



9n iCpitapl)* 

Father and Mother ! now in peace 
Mark ye the scene of labour's day ? 
View then our due feet never cease 
Their pilgrim homage here to pay. 

Humble in toil, content in need ; 
We know the path that you have trod. 
Truth, Mercy, Grace, and Hope shall speed 
The soul that Faith conducts to God. 



Ctanii;IattonjE( from Slops; tocb. 



The Possessed Man, after having in frenzy hilled his 

favourite child. 

Beside his favourite youngest offspring's grave, 
In pitiable weakness Samma lay ; 
So the possessed was named. 

To vex with rage 
More furious Satan now had left him rest. 

Here lay he by the corpse in mouldering dust ; 
At hand his other son shed tears to God. 

Him, whom a fiither's and a brother's tears 
Were waiUng dead, his tender mother once, 
O'ercome by entreaty, to the tombs had brought 
Down to his father, father in distress, 
Whom now with wilder frenzy 'mongst the dead 
Satan was driving. From his mother's arms. 
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Who anxiously ran after him, sprang out 

The little loved Benoni. " Father dear ! 

Ah, my father ! embrace me," was his cry. 

His father's hand entwining, to his heart 

He press'd it. Him his father shuddering grasp'd ; 

And whilst the boy with infant fervency 

Was tenderly embracing him, with smiles 

That prattled love in silence, whilst the sire 

Was viewed by childhood's gaze, hurled on a rock 

Opposite the father threw his infant. 

The blood-stained cliff the tender brain ran down ; 

With feeble moans the spotless spirit fled. 



Comparison of Samma, after the Devil has been cast out of 
him, to a Sceptic resuming faith. 

As when the melancholy sage's soul, 
Reflecting on itself, foregoes the hope 
That gives eternity to future being. 
And shudders at the loss ; (immortals dread 
Annihilation) ; lo ! a wiser friend 
Approaches sure of immortality ; 
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And in God's promise bold, with cheering look 
Comes to that lost one : the sad soul brightens, 
And from its dolorous grief winds out itself 
Impetuous with vigour disentangled. 
Now joyous shouts, hailing itself as blessed. 
The deathless soul triumphant, now anew 
Is made immortal. Thus the late possessed 
Felt in his soul God's tranquilUsing power. 



Samma, in his right mind approaching Jesus, compared to 
Nebuchadnezzar humbled and restored to his kingdom. 

So from Euphrates Babylon's proud king 
Fled, when to him the holy watchers' word 
The form of man restored, and raised anew 
His sight to contemplate the sky ; no more 
On him, in Sinai's thundering darkness, burst 
God's terrors with Euphrates' roaring stream. 
No more a God on Babylon's terraced heights 
Nebuchadnezzar rose. Thenceforth in dust 
Thankftdly prostrate, heavenwards stretched, he lay, 
The Eternal to adore. 
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To Jesus thus 
Descended Samma, and before him fell. 
" Dare I, thou holy man, to follow thee ? 
Ah ! let me end, O man of God, with thee 
The life that thou renewedst." This said, with arms 
In ardour tremulous, himself he twined 
Round the Redeemer, who to him with looks 
Difiusing love of man, gave this reply : — 
" FoUow me not, yet chiefly wait henceforth 
Round Golgotha. Thou with thine eyes the hope 
Of Abraham and the Prophets there shalt see." 

Joel, while Jesus thus to Samma spake. 

With bashful innocence accosted John : 

" To God's great prophet me, thou dear one, lead, 

That he may hear me. Sure to thee he's known." 

Then, guided by the tender-hearted John, 

He in his innocence to Jesus spake. 
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SoitarCa Return to Hell. 

Satan meanwhile, in fog and clouds concealed, 
The valley of Jehosaphat passed through, 
And crossed Death's sea. Next Carmers clouded top 
He reached, and thence towards heaven pursued his 
course. 

Here through the universal frame divine 
He ranged, maddened to see that still it shone, 
Though since creation centuries had passed. 
In glory, at first the Almighty Thunderer's gift. 

Yet by aetherial lustre, spite his rage. 
Another form assimilate he assumed, 
That silent triumph to the morning stars 
His countenance bedimmed should not afford ; 
But this his bright exterior found he soon 
Intolerable. Hasting from the bounds 
Of the amazing creation, hell he sought. 

Now by the outermost material frames 
Already had he raging sunk. In front 
Immeasurable opened gloomy voids 
As boundless ; which of empires more remote 
Where Satan domineers he names frontier. 
Here fitful twinklings saw he distant shine. 
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Far as Creation's utmost stars pervade 
The illimitable space with feeble beam. 

But not yet saw he Hell. This the Godhead 
Deep in eternal dark, far from himself 
And happy spirits, his creatures, had enclosed ; 
For in our world, his pity's theatre, 
No room had place of pain. It dreadful made 
The Eternal for his purposes of wrath. 
For endless woe gorgeously perfected. 
In three terrific nights the work was done ; 
For ever then the face he turned away 
With which the great Creator, full of grace, 
Looks down upon his works. In guard o'er hell 
Two of the most heroic angels stood. 
This was God's charge, what time he compassed it 
With barrier strong. 'Twas theirs within its bounds 
The place of dark damnation to restrain, 
Lest Satan with his charge, from brightness fallen, 
Boldly assail Creation, and deform 
In ruin beauteous nature's face. Where they 
With mien majestic at hell's portal sit. 
Thence sinks a radiant pathway as a stream 
Of sparkling waves, towards heaven in course direct 
Extended through God's worlds ; that holy joy 
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Over creation's beauties manifold 
They lacked not in their distant hermitage. 
Near to this lucid route his way to hell 
Foimd Satan ; through the portal frenzied rushed, 
Then in the vaporous mist to his dread throne 
Hastening ascended. Him no eye beheld 
Of all the eyes that darkness and despair 
To sadness had transformed. Zophiel alone, 
A herald of the shades, the mist perceived 
The lofly steps ascending ; and to one 
Who stood beside him said : " To Hell returned 
Is it, perchance, the deity supreme 
Of Satan ! Does yon vaporous mist declare 
His reappearance which so long the gods 
Have looked for ? " While he spake, the enshrouding 

gloom 
Dissolved round Satan ; there with wrathftd look 
Dreadful at once he sat. Anon the slave. 
The flying herald, hasted toward the ridge 
Of fiery mountains, whence, too, streams and flames 
Announced to every region the return 
Of Satan to the abyss. Wings of the storm 
Through caverns of the mountain bore Zophiel 
Up towards the smoking mouth. A shower of fire 
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The circuit then of darkness brought to view. 

In gloomy distance to the awful king 

Each turned his sight ; all tenants of the abyss 

Appeared. To occupy near him their seats 

On the throne's steps the mightiest moved with speed. 

Thou who, replete with fervent earnestness, 
To hell lookest down enraptured, yet beholdest 
At the same instant in the face of God 
Splendour and self-approval, as to woe 
Sinners he dooms, O Sion's Muse, appear. 
And let thy mighty voice, as hurricanes 
Loud rushing, as God's thunderbolts resound. 



As the chiefs of the infernal spirits take their places on the 
steps of Satan^s throne, their individual characters are 
described, 

BELIAL. 

Next Belial appeared. Speechless he came 
From woods and lawns whence, dark from foggy 

source, 
By Satan's throne are rolled the brooks of death. 
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There's Beliars abode. In vain he toils, 
Ever in vain, the regions of the curse 
In fashion to the great Creator's works 
To liken. Him, with high exalted smile. 
Thou seest, Eternal One, when now he toils. 
Till droops his arm, across the gloomy brook 
Wistful to bear before him, as the breath 
Of cooling zephyrs, storms of hideous roar ; 
For, unrestrainable, they burst away, 
And on destroying wings at him there rush 
Terrific phantoms sent of God. Deformed, 
Behind him in the horror-struck abyss 
To lie, wide-wasting Devastation stays. 

Raging, of that undying spring he thinks 
Which round heaven's plain, hke a young seraph, 

smiles. 
Ah, fain would Belial by vales of night 
In Hell devise a likeness ! Yet his rage 
Bums, as he sighs in fury ; for in night 
Hideous the gloomy lawns before him he. 
Unformed and void, eternally unformed, 
Endless long fields, producing nought but woe. 
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Satan's speech. 



These Satan eyed with scorn; for, though be- 
dimmed, 
Yet feels he still that The Eternal is. 
Soon stood he lost in thought, soon slowly round 
O'er all his look contemplative he threw, 
Then sat and thought. So gather threatening storms, 
On high unsheltered hills encamping slow. 
Anon his mouth opens in rage ; now rolled 
From him a thousand thunders as he spake : 

" If ye be they, O dreadful hosts, if ye 
Who on the heavenly plain with me endured 
The three astounding days, triumphant hear 
What I to you by my abode on earth 
Now will disclose. And not the news alone, 
The mighty resolution shall you hear 
To glorify our godhead ; while disgrace 
Shall shame Jehovah. Hell shall first be lost ; 
First shall he, who in the gloomy chaos 
Wrought once of yore, his own created works 
Round him annihilate, again alone 
In solitude to dwell, ere he shall wrest 
From us the lordship over mortal men. 
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Gods, unconquered still, still unenslaved. 
Will we remain, e'en though by thousands He 
Against us should his mediators send ; 
Yea, e'en should He himself upon the earth, 
Made a Messiah, walk. Yet who is this ? 
'Gainst whom thus rage I ? Who the new, the bom 
Jehoirah ? Who the Godhead bears about 
In mortal body, till the deities 
Bethink themselves, as if to them high thoughts 
Of their exploits and deified estate 
Now sprung anew ? From mortal mothers' wombs. 
Whom soon corruption also must destroy. 
Would one of the eternals, who know our might, 
Speeding our victory, to conflict come? 
Far be't! Whom Satan has in battle met 
Not so devises. True, there stand here some 
Who fearful fled before him ; mouldering frames 
Of pain-struck mortals left at his command. 
Cowards ! in this assembly's presence quake; 
With darkening shame your faces hide. Ye fled ! 
By the divinities 'tis heard, ye fled ! 
And why thus fled ye ? Wretches ! why the name 
To Jesus, ' Son of the Eternal God,' 
Gave ye, yourselves and me dishonouring ? 

c 
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" But yet, to know who 'mongst the IsraeUtes 
Would fein be God, the proud one's history hear. 
Assembled deities, in triumph high, 
Do ye, too, hear ! 

From old undated time 
The Jews have a prophetic story held, — 
For 'neath the sun no race like these has dreamed : 
From them, so runs the tale, a Saviour springs. 
Who, fix)m surrounding foes for ever freed. 
In glory 'bove all nations sets their reahn. 
Well too ye know that, few years since, there came 
Of those now present some who brought report 
That they on Tabor's mountain range had seen 
Hosts of rejoicing angels, who the name 
^ Jesus,' with reverence and rapture filled, 
Uttered unceasing, till the cedars shook 
E'en to their clouded heads ; the voice of songs, 
Proclaiming jubilee, the groves of palm 
Rang through, and ^ Jesus !' ^ Jesus !' Tabor filled. 
Thereat, as if triumphant, puffed with pride, 
From Tabor to an IsraeUtess went 
Gabriel. With salutation such as hear 
Th' immortals, haiUng her he reverent said 
She should bring forth a king, who would the realms 
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Of David with a mighty sway protect, 
Ennobling Israel's heirs ; Jesus his name, 
So she her son divine should call ; the might 
Of his great kingdom ever should subdue. 

" This learnt ye. Why did wonder seize the gods 
Of heU at hearing this ? Much more have I 
Beheld ; yet nought scares me ! Boldly to you 
I'll all reveal. From you in silence wrapt 
Nought will I hide. So see ye with what fire 
My courage mounts in hazards, if they be 
Hazards, when on our earth divinity 
A mortal dreamer claims." 

Now on himself 
Saw he the thunder's scars. With fear he shook ; 
Yet, toiling much to inflate himself anew. 
He thus proceeded ; — 

" There on the high birth 
I waited of this boy divine ! Methought, 
Now from thy womb, Maria, will he come. 
The Deity. Swifter than flying looks. 
Yea, speedier than the wrath-winged thoughts of gods. 
Will he grow up to heaven. Lo ! now he hides. 
When raised o'er all, beneath one foot the sea, 



20 TRANSLATIONS FROM KLOPSTOCK. 

The land beneath the other ; poises now 

The sun and moon in his terrific right, 

In his left hand the morning stars. He comes ; 

Slaying he comes ! In midst of storms convoked 

Out of all worlds, he irresistible 

To victory rushes on. Oh ! Satan, now 

Flee ! lest with his almighty thunder he 

Impetuous seize thee, till, through thousand worlds 

Hurled, in the immensity senseless thou he 

Conquered, yea dead. 

" Lo ! thus, ye gods, I thought ; 
But other thoughts were his ; he chose to stay 
A man, a whining child, as sons of earth 
Who soon as bom their mortal state bewail. 

" A choir, forsooth, of the heavenly spirits sang 
His birth ; for they to view the earth come down 
From time to time where we are dominant ; 
There vaults and hillocks of the dead to view. 
Where nought of yore but paradises stood. 
Then weeping back to heaven they turn ; and shout. 
For comfort's sake, their celebrating songs. 

" Thus was it now. They hasting left in dust 
The boy, or (rather hear ye ?) Lord of Heaven, 
My presence fi^om the first he fled. To flee 
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For ever him I left. Not worthy me 
Pursuit of foe so timorous I deemed. 

" Meanwhile, that time might not pass idle by, 
Herod, my chosen one, my king, my priest. 
Employing, I wrought the deaths at Bethlehem 
Of suckling babes. The streaming blood, the moans 
O' the dying, and the desperation wild 
Of mothers inconsolable, the flood 
Of corpses mixt with souls that rolled in fumes 
Of reeking waves, was offering savoury 
To me, the sire of woe. See I not there 
The shade of Herod move ? Abandoned sprite. 
Did any but myself create in thee 
The thought of murdering the Bethlehemites ? 
Can He that rules in heaven the power command 
'Fore me to guard the work on which he toiled. 
Images of himself, immortal souls. 
That I my secret inspiration's clouds 
May not about them circumfiise, nor shew 
Myself above them for danmation spread ? 
Yea ! thou lost one, in thy complaining moan. 
In the despair of thine anxiety. 
And in the shriek of souls, that but for thee 
Had still been innocent, who as they fell 
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Beneath thy murderous order, died in sin, 
On thee and their Creator uttering curse ; 
In these does now thy well-pleased master find 
An offering meet. 

" The boy, assembled gods, 
He being dead, returned fi'om Egypt's fields. 
In soft; embrace he spent the years of youtli. 
Him unknown held his tender mother's lap. 
No youthfiil fire, no noble daring urged 
Him by emprise to gain a dreaded name. 
But yet, ye gods, when, as he oft was wont. 
The solitary wood or desert shore 
He roamed, had he perchance no thought of deeds 
That from the affrighting fiiture threaten hell 
With downfall, and demand of us renewed 
Our vigilance and courstge ? Lo ! it chanced 
I thought him likelier occupied with schemes 
Of deep contrivance than with thoughtful gaze. 
The flowers and fields and children his co-mates 
Contemplating, and hymning servUe praise 
To Him who formed him, as he formed the worms. 
Of lower dust. Yea, I had pined with rest 
And leisure wearisome, had sacrifice 
Not come continually of souls from man. 
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Which hither I, past heaven, to populate 
Our hell, sent speedy. 

" Clear at last it seemed 
That he a higher notice now would claim ; 
Soon as he went to Jordan, stately came 
From heaven God's glory. These immortal eyes 
At Jordan saw it shine ! No pictured cheat, 
No dazzUng counterfeit of heavenly gleam 
Has me deceived ! The same as through the ranks 
Extended of adoring seraphim 

From heaven's throne it proceeds, the same 'twas now. 
But to what end, and whether it came down 
The child of earth to honour, or by proof 
To try our watchfulness, this know I not. 
What though the mighty thunders then I heard, 
And with the thunders well this voice discerned : 
* That my Beloved is, see him, the Son 
According to my heart !' An outcry this 
Perhaps Eloa, or other from the throne. 
To sport with my perplexity, had raised. 
'Twas not the voice of God ; at least a sound 
Far different was that when He of old 
On us divinities his Son would force. 

" A gloomy prophet too was by, who strolled 
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Misanthropic amid the rocky wastes : 
* Behold the Lamb of God who expiates 
The sin of earth/ he cried. ' Be hailed by me 
Thou who art He who long before me was, 
Thou from eternity who art ! May we 
Of thee, O mercies' fulness, grace for grace 
Receive. By Moses God bestowed his laws, 
But by the Lord's Anointed truth and grace 
Are come.' What high prophetic claim can this 
Surpass ? So 'tis when dreamers dreamers praise, 
Then they a holy cloud of darkness frame. 
Then far too vile are we immortal gods 
To penetrate the mystery's deep recess. 

" Will not the high Messiah, King of Heaven, 
That Thunderer of God, who 'gainst us fought 
In mighty preparation, till we gained 
New worlds, that adversary eminent, 
Foe worthy our prowess : will not he be masked 
Clad in that form that feels our deathfrd power ? 

" Indeed not little in his own esteem 
Is, since the prophet's dreaming, now become 
That child of earth. Soon he the sick entranced 
Mistakes for dead, approaches them and calls 
Them back to life. But that of greater deeds 
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To come is mere begimiing. He will free 

From sin and death the race of mortal men 

Entire. From sin that, ne'er to be subdued 

To duty slavish, planted is in all, 

With mutinous endeavour raging still 

In their immortal souls to combat God. 

From death too he will all emancipate ; 

Death who, as oft as we the signal give. 

The whole race massacres. Also to you. 

Ye souls, whom, as the ocean, I to me 

Since time began have made to congregate, 

As God his stars, the adoring choirs of slaves. 

Yea ! e'en to you whom everlasting night 

Pains in the abyss ; and in the night a fire 

Punitive ; in the fire despair ; and I 

In the despair ; to you will he from death 

A liberation give. Before him then. 

Before the mortal newly deified, 

Shall we, forgetful of our godhead, he 

Basely enslaved. Unarmed from death's domain 

Will this obtain, what from our grasp to wrest 

He with the almighty thunder armed has failed ! 

" Up ! bold one ! first emancipate thyself, 
Then wake the dead. He who the race of man 
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By power innate thus frees from deaths shall die ; 

Yea ! die. By me shalt thou be laid in dust. 

Pale and disfigured in the dust of death. 

Then to the eyes, in mists of gloomy night 

Now ever wrapt, unseeing ; then I call, 

' Look ye ! The dead are waking up to Ufe.' 

Then to the ears that hear not, ever locked 

By dull insensibility to sound, 

I cry, * Hear ye the rushing of the field ! 

The dead awake !' And when perhaps to hell 

From the forsaken corse his soul shall turn. 

There too to conquer, I with thundering voice 

In the terrific storm, cry after it, 

' Haste ! thou on earth didst gain the victory ! 

Yea ! in thy triumph haste ! On thee attends 

An entry pompous ! Thee the gates of hell 

Invite wide opening ! Shouts to thee the abyss ! 

To meet thee flow in celebrating bands 

The souls and deities !' 

Either must God, 
Whilst I exist, lift up earth's rolUng orb 
With him and all the race of man to heaven. 
Or what I purpose mightily, I do — 
He dies ! Not surer I invincible. 
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Of death creator and upholder, live 
Through all the future of eternities. 
He dies ! Soon I, before the Eternal's face, 
With dust of his corruption will bestrew 
The way that leads to hell. Of my decree 
See ye the plan. Such vengeance Satan takes." 



V^xanilation^ from Aoit^e* 



EPIGRAM ON THE NEOLOOISTS. 

By will consigned to Mamma's hands^ 
Papa bequeathed him cash and lands. 
What does this youth with good luck gorged ? 
Sir Wisdom proves the will was forged. 



A MOTTO IN HIS TOUR IN ITALY. 

Poesy if thou wouldst know, 
To realms of verse I bid thee go ; 
Wouldst thou the poet understand ? 
Travel in the poet's land. 



Cram^Iationil from %tiiinfi'ii ffabUn. 



THE MODEL MARRIAGE. 

A SIGHT uncommon will I sing 
To fill the world with wonder ; 

They think all nuptials discord bring, 
But I will shew they blunder. 

I saw — may he ne'er see the sight 
Who dares my faith disparage — 

Still as the stillest summer night, 
A paragon of marriage. 

And yet no angel was the wife, 
The man not given to sainting ; 

Both had their faults. Of human life 
You have the faithful painting. 



30 TRANSLATIONS FROM LESSING's FABLES. 



" Is 't possible ? " if still you cry, 
With unbelieving jeering : 

She'd lost (I deign no more reply) 
Her sight, and he his hearing. 



CONJUGAL LOVE. 

Clorinda died ; and in six weeks 

Her husband too from earth must fly ; 

His way from this world's turmoil seeks 
Straight as an arrow to the sky. 

Like one \rfio has secured his ticket, 

He bids St. Peter—" Ope the wicket." 

" Who's there ?" "A Christian bold and true." 

" By what right came that name to you ?" 

" You surely don't dispute my right : 

D'ye know. Sir Peter, many a night 

In fear, and prayer, and penitential quake 

I on the bed of sickness lay awake ?" 



TRANSLATIONS FROM LESSING's FABLES. 31 

" Come in ; that claim none disallows. 
Ha ! ha ! is't you, Clorinda's spouse ? 
You are quite in time, my friend," says Peter ; 
" Your wife's just come ; that way you'll meet her." 
" What ? My wife in heaven ! How ? 
Clorinda do you here allow ? 
Farewell ! I thank you for your civil care^ 
I will be off to seek a home elsewhere !" 



Cratifllatton 

From the opening scene of Moliere's Comedy of 
" The Learned Women.'" 

Armande, Sister ! what's this ? The name divine 
Of maiden will you then resign ? 
Be pleased with marriage ! Can so vain 
And vulgar thoughts possess your brain ? 

Henrietta. Yes, sister. 

Ar. Ah ! without distress 

What heart can hear that shocking " Yes ?" 

Hen. What, then, in wedlock can you blame, 
Sister ? 

Ar. Oh, hush ! 

Hen. How ? 

Ar. Hush ! For shame ! 
Does not disgust at such a word 
Rise in your mind whene'er 'tis heard ? 
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What nauseous images it brings. 
Dragging our thoughts to odious things ! 
Can you, my sister, then, content. 
To this and what it brings consent ? 
Oh ! don't you shudder at it ? 

Hen, I 

In what this word will bring can spy — 
If I to think so far may dare — 
A husband, babes, domestic care : 
My humble sense, good sister, sees 
No shock or shudder given by these. 

Ar, Oh, heaven ! that thus your taste should run ! 

Hen, And what's, at my age, better done 
Than with a husband's name to bind 
The man by equal love inclined. 
And, in this guiltless, happy state. 
The harmless sweets of life create ? 
Is such a knot without its merit ? 

Ar. Oh, fie ! how grovelling is your spirit ! 
How low a part from day to day. 
Tied down to housewifery, you'd play ; 
Your soul no other joy can span 
But Kttered brats and fond good man ! 
Leave the gross herd, the vulgar joy 

D 



34 TRANSLATIONS FROM MOLIERE. 

That these afford. Do you employ 
With nobler taste your soul ; and aim, 
Warming your heart with generous flame, 



From the opening scene of " The Tartuffey 

Madame Pemelle. Come, Flipote, come ! Quick ! 
Let me go. 

Elmire. Attentions due 'tis hard to shew, 
You walk so fast. 

Mde. P. No farther move : 

Punctilios I do not love. 

EL Tis but your due. Mamma, we pay. 
But why do you go so soon to-day ? 

Mde, P. Because I hate to see your airs. 
And no one here to please me cares ; 
Yes, quite unedified I go, 
Thwarted in all I would have you know ; 
Here's po respect : they all talk loud. 
And noisy hubbub rules the crowd. 

Dorine. If — 
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Mde. P, Servant-maid, dear, be you told, 
Somewhat too chattering and bold, 
You mix your mind in all that's said. 

Damis. But — 

Mde, P. Letters four your name is read ; 

A fool, my son, 'tis that you are. 
As I, your grandmother, declare ; 
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Wtjt punKmly 9ott. 



(f&OM a FRENCH EPIGRAM.) 



Poet I've just been robbed. 

Friend, You fill me with grief. 

P. All my manuscript verse. 

P. How I pity the thief! 



[ 37 ] 



i^row Jean Baptiste Rousseau's Fable, 

When to the tenants of the grove 
Sweet Philomel had told her pain, 

A frog with envious rashness strove 
Vainly to counterfeit the strain. 

" Oh, hear me, sisters," then she cried, 
" You soon shall judge how I excel ; 

Let the true nightingale be tried 
By sharp and flat and natural." 

The aquatic beast delayed not long ; 

Straining the depth of her thorax, 
She sung them for her only song — 

" Bp€/C€K€tC€^ /COa^ Kod^" 
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u 



C|)e CU)o Vtlstimi^. 



Amour marche Bur les fleun, Hymen sur les Opines/* 



Hymen and Love, in pilgrim guise. 
Agreed to journey side by side, 

And fondly thought from curious eyes 

Their differing names and tastes to hide. 

In vain ; for Nature shews her powers, 
And Habit all concealment scorns : 

So Love is known by choosing flowers, 
And Hymen ever crops the thorns. 



[ 39 ] 



^Xtvtitia ^cMtmita. 



To become a B.D. is surely a mere hum; — 

Keep an Act, twice Oppose^ preach a Sermon and 

Clerum. 
Let old Time count a lustrum, this farce then repeat : 
With your JB to di D turned, you are paid for the feat. 
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9 llpmn for *^ €ommtnctmtnUSnntiav. 
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Kpdfifiri bis cocta.'^ 



Trust not for knowledge to the priests; 

Scant is the dole that they would give : 
In native sense and thoughtful breasts 

The powers of mental vigour live. 

Little is known^ and less is taught, 

When men with pompous claims would cheat. 
When silly birds in traps are caught, 

They starve on chaff, allured by wheat. 

The clear-starched bib beneath the chin, 
The piebald bag adown the back. 

May shew that, learning's garb to win, 
A youth was yoked in mill-horse track. 

In gaudier trappings doctors flaunt ; 

Their names, with titling letters graced, 
May shew, as deep-sought lore they vaunt. 

The mill-horse track was duly paced. 



A HYMN FOR COMMENCEMENT-SUNDAY. 41 

On such attends a thoughtless crowd, 
All who would have or be a slave — 



The learner timorous, teacher proud. 
To play the game of fool and knave. 

Each his own special craft employs. 

With varied means his end the same ; 

Some are made dupes, and some decoys, 

Some both. Thus Knavery wins the game. 

These fooleries shun. Be thine a plan 

Thy ever-craving soul to feed ; 
Ask of the Past, the Present scan. 

They'll tell what Future is decreed. 

To Fancy's flight and Reason's toil 

Shall Time and Space reveal their hoards : 

Feast thine own soul upon the spoil. 
Fear not the food that Truth affords. 

To win, to keep, but not enjoy. 

Let dolts and doctors spend their lives. 

As slaves whom Turkish chiefs employ. 
All passionless, to guard their wives. 



42 A HYMN FOR COMMENCEMBNT-SUNDAY. 

To passive souls is never brought 
The joy that active truths impart ; 

Who would be wise, himself the thought 
Mtist THINK, nor fear to trust his heart. 



[ 43 3 



Incjcriptton on a 9og4DoUar. 

I AM a little dog lost : 
Take me home, pray ; 

Your trouble and cost 
My mistress will pay. 



[ 44 ] 



Cf)e Cloo Caattoni^. 



MATERIAL. 

" Let there be light !" As speaks the Word Divine, 
Created rays with instant life obey, 
Light beams on all ; 
Forms new in being with the lustre shine. 

Give back the glory of the heaven-bom day ; 
Beauty and Warmth disclose in joyful play 
God's quickening call. 

SPIRITUAL. 

" Let truth be known ! " Felt through the human 
heart, 
Is owned, in might to rule the mental frame. 
The Word's decree. 
Error and Fear to endless night depart. 
Sin vainly screens her progeny of shame ; 
Justice and Love in unison proclaim 
Man's soul is free. 



[ 45 ] 



donnit at m$ Sletreat. 

Here 'mid these " old fantastic roots," 
For Fancy's chair grotesquely woven ; 

While above, the ash wild waving. 
And below, the brook soft laving. 
Gently soothe the soul ; 
Forgotten here the vain disputes 
That keep the world by discord cloven ; 
Do thou, O sacred Poesy, 
Resuming empire over me, 
All my thought control ; 
Lead forth some favoured son 
Who fame's bright wreath hath won : 
Teach me again to bless the happy days 
When first my young heart bounded to his lays. 



[ 46 ] 



donnet 

(with pens). 

Go, happy pens, and. bless the fates divine 

That destine you to bhss. 

To gain a lot like this, 
What goose would not her pinions free resign ? 
Me, luckless wight, no lady's hand benign 

As you from lonesome ills, 

Ye once wild-soaring quills. 
Guides, till soft bonds my roving soul confine. 

Oh, know your fate, nor try 

In sputterings vile to fly. 
Nor dare with blots your liberty to claim; 

Obey the sweet control 

That guides a willing soul : 
So service strict we purest freedom name. 



[ 47 ] 



In secret fold, with skill mysterious wrought, 
EHza's faithful hand inscribed her thought, 
" May we be happy ! " 

In remotest shores 
Thus pearls of highest value ocean stores. 

For one alone she wrote, whose heart she knows 
In all its brightest joys or darkest woes. 
For him who sends to Heaven this truest prayer : 
" Be she through life to me my only care ; 
May she in me find recompense insured 
For early griefs with virtuous mind endured. 
Grant me but this. All else beneath the sky 
In fate's own power, unknown, unsought may lie ; 
For this Fd bear to live, for this Fd dare to die." 

"iJfay we be happy!" O'er the words a rose. 
With skill portrayed, its blooming graces shews. 
^^May we he happy I" Round the enchanting phrase 
A curious tracery spreads a fairy maze. 



48 THE THREE MOTTOS. 

But not the maze, entwined with magic skill, 
Exerts such power resistless o'er the will ; 
Nor yet the rose, though best of Flora's store. 
Can o'er the sense such joy delirious pour. 
As these four words, which here to me impart 
The whispered breathings of a truthful heart. 

To seal the secret, "Yours for life" impressed, 
The mutual vow to mutual faith addressed. 
Tells him, who asks no pledge surpassing this, 
" Life has a value now ; a life on earth is bliss." 

The external seal, declared in language plain. 
All eyes may read, " We part to mjiet again ;" 
But only they who know what parting means. 
The change beclouding life's once sprightly scenes. 
Can find their fancy will the joys reveal 
That two fond bosoms shall united feel. 
When baffled malice shall have ceased to vex. 
Fears to alarm, or anxious doubts perplex ; 
When each in the other blessed, serene shall meet 
Life's awful fate, nor dread with trembling feet 
To step the path of changeless joy to come, 
Virtue their chosen guide, and heaven their destined 
home. 



[ 49 ] 



Ci^e ®be of dt. Ci^omast ; 

OR, THE HERMIT AND THE FAIRY. 



A ROMANCE. 



CANTO I. 

Through lonely paths the hermit strayed 

And holy Thomas blessed, 
Who few the hours of labour made, 

And long the night of rest. 

Day closed. The hermit paced his cell ; 

With every step a prayer 
He said, as duly beads he'd tell. 

For holy Thomas' care. 

" To stay the souls to doubting prone, 
Thine aid, O Saint ! employ. 

Who mazy doubt full well hast known, 
And faith's ecstatic joy. 

E 



50 THE EVE OF ST. THOMAS. 

" The Church, by emblematic strength, 
This day for guidance shews 

Day'ff shortened toil, night's peaceful length 
Doubt's struggle, Faith's repose." 

Who thus for saintly aid could crave, 
As torn by thwarting cares ? 

Was he a man, of forms the slave, 
Who said commanded prayers ? 

Or had he doubts ? As tempest-tossed, 
Had Nature's course been checked. 

Till Faith was shook, and Hope was lost. 
Love gone, and Conscience wrecked? 

Mad wisdom's teachings had he sought 

In reason's sole control. 
Till what the priest and Church had taught 

No longer bound his soul ? 

Or did the garb of hermit plain 

An earthly heart confine. 
That left a world it could not gain. 

Nor yet would quite resign ? 



THE EVE OP ST. THOMAS. 51 

Did blasted hopes of worldly joys 

His soul to sadness move. 
Lucre's foul heaps, ambition's toys, 

Or dreams of lady-love ? 

A mingled man he was, I ween. 

Of thoughts both high and low ; 
Wisdom and folly had he seen. 

And passion^s fiery flow. 

What doubts perplexed his soul that day 

Saint Thomas' aid to need, 
You'll learn who deign my humble lay 

With farther grace to heed. 



CANTO II. 



A Fairy in her lightsome bower 
Did evening hours employ ; 

For taste and skill had endless power 
To yield that fairy joy. 



52 THE EVE OF ST. THOMAS. 

To her had Summer blossoms brought, 
Fruits Autumn, foliage Spring ; 

Their shapes in plastic gold she wrought, 
That nature's envy bring. 

And now old Winter came in turn. 
Well pleased to own her powers. 

And, as she bade, the task to learn 
That wings his sunless hours. 

Her art would noAV in groups combine 
The fruits, the flowers, the leaves ; 

And round each group with silver twine 
A curious frame she weaves. 

Sudden — for fairies play strange games 
As nymphs of mortal mould — 

Her work she quits, those silver frames. 
Flowers, leaves, and fruits of gold. 

Attendant elves her chariot bring. 
The speed no tongue can tell ; 
* Swifter than arrow on the wing 
She gains our hermit's cell. 



THE EVE OF ST. THOMAS. 63 

Tis thus, invoked or not invoked, 

As songs of old rehearse, 
Couples in brazen harness yoked. 

Of forms and minds diverse. 

Proud Venus drives, and boasting dares 

Each laughing god to say 
What power like her the ill-matched pairs 

In gambols rude obey. 



CANTO III. 

No mark had all-recording Time, 

So brief her stay, to guard : 
She came ; she went. In truthful rhyme 

No scandal hints the bard. 

She came ; she went. But wondrous change 

That less than moment's stay 
Had wrought, like power of magic strange 

In ancient fiction's lav. 



54 THE EVE OF ST. THOMAS. 

Where late on oaken tressels stood 

A board for vulgar fare, 
Now shines, of polished Indian wood, 

A table carved with care. 

No pitcher, filled at streamlet cold 
To moisten crusts and roots. 

Was set ; but crystal vases hold 
Rich wines and luscious fruits. 

Not, under Jove's benign control, 

A brighter, purer draught, 
From Ganymede's or Hebe's bowl, 

The gods Olympic quaffed. 

The hermit sips ; his blood and brain 

Attest its potent might : 
Such praise did "sherris-sack" obtain 

From Shakspeare's braggart knight. 

Now all is changed : transformed his doubt, 
His thoughts, his speech, his dress ; 

A change within, a change without. 
The fairy's power confess. 



THE EVE OF ST. THOMAS. 55 

The fleeting vision's gleam divine 

The hermit's soul has filled : 
" On me," he cries, " yet love will shine, 

My earthly days to gild. 

" Ye clouted shoes, thou coat of frieze, 

Coarse hose, and staff of oak. 
Adieu ! this pliant cane I seize. 

Bright boots and gallant cloak. 

" Cell, books, and beads, and holy store, 

I leave for others' use ; 
Methinks to patter prayer no more 

As Anchoret recluse." 



[ S6 ] 



Ct^atun a ion 6out. 



THE POET AND HIS PIG. 

Master, " Gentle Piggy ! tell me why 

Other masters love to play 
Not with piggies from the sty, 

But with dames and maidens gay." 

Pig. " Gentle master ! tell to me 

What can other piggies mean, 
Who with piggies choose to be, 

Not with masters spruce and clean.' 

Both, " Strange the tastes that others shew, 

Each a foolish whim pursues; 
We alone of mortals know 

Rightly in our sport to choose." 



THE POET AND HIS PIG. 57 

Master, " Folly laughs and Wisdom stares, 

Piggy, at our mutual love." 
Pig. " Neither pig nor master cares 

What the fools or wise approve." 

Both. {Pig) " You, my master," {Master) " You, 

my pig," 
" Heedless of what others do, 

Foot away our mirthful jig, 
Singing " Chacun a son gout." 



[ 58 ] 



dfrom (C. 9. I&. to 129. 1&. 



WITH AN ENAMEL OF A PHEASANT. 



The Pheasant loves the shade ; his plumes 
In nature's bosom seeks to hide. 

Nor life in pompous care consumes, 
Enslaved to folly's praise by pride. 

The pert jackdaw, the prating pie. 
The gaudy jay, the peacock proud, 

He leaves in vain display to vie, 

And win the gazings of the crowd. 

Yet not the less, perchance the more, 
His beauties, from the observant mind 

Who would his quiet haunts explore. 
The worthiest admiration find. 



The wanderers through the forest glades 
His form with joy amazed behold, 

As shine amid the verdant shades 
His glossy jet and flashing gold. 



WITH AN ENAMEL OF A PHEASANT. 59 

Her William thus his mother's eyes 

See glaring vulgar life disown, 
And, rich in native worth, despise 

The toil to be of many known. 

Emblem of worth, that not by care 

Of vanity its value learns, 
This gem she sends ; and bids him wear 

The pledge of love that worth discerns. 

Prize, William, prize thy mother's heart ; 

Thy course of life then safe pursue. 
From well-scorned sycophants apart. 

Though all be false, know, she is true. 



[ 60 ] 



Ci)e ISoict of tl)e Rations. 

(March 1848.) 

As the thunder of heaven it rolls through the world, 
The voice of the Nations for freedom resolved; 
'Tis the echo of Right with banner unfurled, 
Loud shouting the truth on his standard involved, — 

" We will be free." 

To the isles of the ocean known is the sound, 
The boast of the fathers, the song of the young, 
From their cliffs and their vales the strain shall re- 
bound. 
As notes of their birthright shall spring from each 
tongue, — 

" We will be free." 



In the land of the stranger uttered again, 
The voice to each despot new fear has decreed, 
As it pours from the mountain, roars from the glen. 
And spreads through the level unbroken in speed, — 

" We will be free." 



THE VOICE OF THE NATIONS. 61 

From her forest of pine Sarmatia is heard, 
The German exults for his lov'd fatherland, 
On soft Italy's tongue how bold is the word, 
(While France to all freemen extends the glad hand,) — 

" We will be free." 

With its deep-muttered thunders Heaven will presage 
The storm that the red bolt of vengeance shall bring ; 
To the tyrant, then, woe that a warfare shall wage. 
While nations the chorus united shall sing, — 

" We will be free." 
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3Epttap1^ on fls)irropat|)uutf. 



STAVA BENK 
E 

(per star meglio) 

SON QUI. 

"' In health I better health did crave ; 
Was cured of health; and here's my grave/* 

By method hydrotherapeutic 

He thought of life to take a new tick, 

But Death would not his claims forego, 

And The Other would not be cheated so : 

Here, then, his mortal state avouching, 

In spite of drenching, ducking, douching. 

He lies. Ye who would fain endeavour 

To pierce the thickened glooms that sever 

Time from Eternity, and tell 

Whether he's doom'd to Heaven or Hell, 



EPITAPH ON HYDROPATHICUS. 63 

But idly prate. Ye in your turn 
Life's awful secret too shall learn. 
Till then be humble, hopeful, quiet, 
Mind but your washings and your diet ; 

Keep your digestion whole, — 
Tis life's supreme concoctor. 

To God entrust your soul, 
Your body to the Doctor. 



[ 64 ] 



(on a statue of TENU8 SCREENING A DOOR.) 

Before sweet Cloacina's fane 
Fair Venus crouching cries in vain, 

" Your rites are due to me." 
" Cease, wanton dame," just Nature said ; 
" At other shrines let vows be paid. 

For none forgettetiii thee." 
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e^e dTall of Soetr^. 



A BALLAD. 



CANTO I. 



" Hodev TO KaKoVy^ cries the sage, 

Then straight indites a system funny, 

To shew the world in learned page 

How earth produces gall and honey. 

This general question I will shew 

As it concemeth one particular : 
And thus the truth, methinks, should go 

Henceforth quite straight and perpendicular. 

But first observe, nor then complain 
I bring no proof for spiritualities ; 

I took with oysters glasses twain 

Well mixed in quantities and qualities : 



66 THE FALL OF POETRY. 

That night I had a special call 

The question put by critics puzzled — 

" Whence verse, bad, good, or none at all ?"- 
To answer with a mouth unmuzzled. 

Great Jove I saw (perhaps his dame 
Too jealously his steps did follow), 

Ready to chide the first who came. 
In anger thus upbraid Apollo : 

'' Three poets r '' Distant ages T "What? 

To cut a dash and make a pother 
Because a drag and team you've got ! 

Have you not wit to make another ? 

" Far-darting only secular light 

On Atheism does somewhat border. 

The public if we can't excite. 

Where is the influence of our order ?" 

Phoebus abashed his father feared. 

With frowning brow and language surly ; 

He shook to see that quivering beard 
Which Pope says Homer says is curly. 



THE FALL OF POETRY. 67 

But Jove proceeds : " By something new 
Shew public claims worth some respect are. 

All gods exert themselves but you, 
Who do not even earn your nectar. 

" The smallest fray that's ever made. 
How quick is Mars to go and stir it ; 

He yet will drive a thriving trade, 
Whatever may say Elihu Burritt. 

" See Venus, ever active ! More 

Than my Mnemosyne could mention ; 

The new, the old, the endless store. 
Produced ahke by her invention ! 

« Polkas, quadriUes, and galopades. 

All own are Aphrodite's sending ; 
Grave concerts, giddy masquerades. 

Shew how she keeps earth heavenward tending. 

'' At Bacchus look ! Men give to him 
Respect in which no mortal hath you : 

He'll keep it too, nor fear the whim 
Of that same Irish Father Mathew. 



68 THE FALL OF POETRY. 

" And I my high imperial throne 
Alone maintain 'gainst all deniers : 

With vigour still I hold my own, 

And that is much to say at my years. 

" You surely don't insinuate — 

(For Jove had caught Apollo winking) — 
That I am feebler grown of late, 

As if of abdication thinking. 

" No ! though I let them change my name 
(A silly fashion thinks it neater), 

My power in substance is the same 
Whether called Jupiter or Peter." 

As men whose fame endures a slur 

Affect to make their honour clear in't 

By threatening tones, and facts aver 
In diction loud and incoherent ; 

His rage had gone some greater length, 
(For anger's apt to grow with scolding) ; 

But feeling hoarse, he vents his strength 

In stern command with threats upholding : 



THE FALL OF POETRY. 69 

" Make a new poem for the town, 

And with some bright invention stamp it : 

Or I will put your coaching down^ 

And, like the Man-in-the-Moon, you'll tramp it." 

Now Phcebus had the clever trick 

To make a blamer an applauder, 
Which famous Mr. Samuel Slick 

Names for eternity " soft savderT 

Averting wrath with answer soft, 

He says, in speech as smooth as vise^e, 

" I've, dear Papa, asserted oft 

('Tis known to former days and this age), 

" That you, by wisdom all supreme. 
Conjoined with dauntless resolution, 

Uphold the well-established scheme 

Which forms our glorious constitution. 

" Now, with that patience ever kind. 

To have all truths minutely stated. 
My work examine, and you'll find 

Your wishes quite anticipated. 



70 THE FALL OF POETRY. 

" No son of yours was e'er more sure 

That heavenly powers have heavenly duties ; 

To tolerate no sinecure 

These times oblige us all by new ties. 

" Had I but driven my car for show, 

Or idly to the Muses fiddled. 
All spiritual-mindedness would go — 

I wont say where ; and Heaven be diddled. 

" Not to a single poet's care 

Do I entrust the sacred fi'enzy ; 
But now through aQ, earth, sea, and air, 

The light diffused both gods and men see. 

" All, all is Poetry ! " This speech 

Had made Jove calm, then rather dozy. 

" What," Phoebus adds, " does Wordsworth teach?" 
Says Jove, " Young god of verse, you're prosy." 

Apollo hears the growl, and nods 

To Mercury to call the Graces ; 
For well the power is known to gods 

Of pretty songs from pretty faces. 



THE PALL OF POETRY. 71 



CANTO II. 



" The spirits of our dreams a change 

Comes o'er." I'm only facts declaring ; 

Yet which be which (they're both so strange 
And varied) there can be no swearing. 

" Such sights as youthful poets dream," 
Could I relate in language truthful, 

I'd do it now ; but me they deem 

No poet, and but long-since youthful. 

I therefore wisely keep to facts. 
Nor utter* vain extravaganzas ; 

But this regard for truth exacts 

More patience and a few more stanzas. 

Hear, then, just what I saw : A throne. 
Or easy-chair we'd better name it, 

(To kings the difference is well known,) 
Was set for one who well became it; 



72 THE FALL OF POETRY. 

For Jove himself. On either side 
Were Hermes and Apollo seated, 

As if a gay old grandsire's pride 

Two youths had to the opera treated. 

Where oaks a canopy had made, 

On which the eye unwearied gazes, 

The sunbeams with the shadows played 
On a green knoll in varied mazes ; 

And there the noble three were seen. 

Behind them rose, of fohage blending 
In graceful twine with flowers, a screen 

That shewed all tints with tints contending. 

Whatever beauteous nymph or boy 

Had made the hearts of gods run riot, 

And, won or lost, as kind or coy. 
Now found in vegetation quiet. 

Was there, in guise of plant or bush ; 

Proud of the rank wherein were set all, 
Each bade its sweetest odours gush 

From every rich nectareous petal. 
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Before the knoll with grandeur rude 

Lay rocks in masses huge and broken, 

Which perhaps Deucaleon's flood had strewed. 
And left to Time a keepsake token. 

Midst these, a deepened shadow threw, 

Across a stream their bases laving, 
The fir, the pine, the beech, the yew. 

And oak in dark luxuriance waving. 

In front of these, a vacant space 

Was full of little godlings working. 

Busy as bees ; each blooming face 

Shewed deepest thought within was lurking. 

Much had they done with proper tools. 
The shovel, spade, the line, the bevel. 

And brought, by geometric rules, 
Their work to be exact and level. 

Of stones and boughs and earth they raised 
A platform ; next with turfs they spread it : 

Each sod Lord Bacon would have praised 
For " giving odours as you tread it." 
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Then stakes they round the platform fix^ 

A rule the distances disposes. 
Whereon did each at pleasure mix 

The flower he chose with wreaths of roses. 

Good-natured patience smoothed the brow 
Of Jove ; for he (at least when steady). 

The gentleman, won't make a row 
If carpenters are not quite ready. 

Phoebus felt fidgetty, but tried 

(Like, at his play's first night, a poet) 

To look quite gay : thus dictates pride 
To gods : if nervous, not to shew it. 

Yet Mercury (how oft will try 

An underling to trouble his chief!) 

Had roguish twinklings in his eye. 

That shewed he had been working mischief. 

To play a trick he did not fear 

That well should Phoebus have to fret to, 
As with his own he songs should hear 

Not to be found in his libretto. 
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Now, ere the curtain rises, look 

Around and see the house : a view 'tis 

An equal match for any book 

Of mortal or immortal beauties ! 

With frenzy dullest eyes must roll 

That saw (some standing, some for more ease 
Reclining) on that verdant knoll 

The gods majores and minores : 

And in the shrubbery behind, 

From better folk due distance keeping, 
The semigods, of humble mind. 

From all the bowers were curious peeping. 

Perched in the trees to see the play. 

The godlings who the stage completed 

(As if they'd tickets got for pay), 
In anxious attitude were seated : 

Some little pickles fun would poke 

At such as now of waiting grew sick ; 

One cracked a nut, and one a joke, 

Another dared to squeak out " Music,'' 
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CANTO III. 

" The plays the thing^ The plot's the same 
As in three acts is always carried ; 

A boy and girl felt mutual flame, 

And in the last act they were married. 

But not by plots or plays of love 

Had Phoebus been his scenes devising, 

To shew before all-judging Jove 
How mankind are poeticising : 

His trust was in the songs ; and these 
(Not for their sense or art of wording, 

But for the singer's face) to please 
Enchanted eyes a claim afibrding. 

So one who knows the stage appears 
The dialogue to pass unnoting : 

He saves his soul for song ; his ears 

On sound, his eyes on beauty gloating. 
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The songs entire I don't retain ; 

Yet with some airs my ears will tingle, 
Till odds and ends of verse remain, 

Which with wise saws I am to mingle ; 

And thus an odd compomid I make 

Of truth and distichs enharmonic : 
Such pills 'twere well if all would take 

When sickly souls require a tonic. 

The fair Anglai'a sweetly smiled ; 

Her soul in both her eye-balls glistened, 
As she each sternest heart beguiled, 

And gods and I in rapture listened. 

'^ Beneath the scented hawthorn bush, 
Carving some quaint old-fashioned toy. 

Listening to notes of finch and thrush, 
Behold the Cow-herd! s rosy hoyT 

No bosom here with envy stormed ; 

" Is not this Poetry?** each sister 
Asked (as the three took hands and formed 

A beauteous pose plastique), and kissed her. 
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But hark ! in dismal minor key 
Is heard most dolefully repeated 

The self-same air. Tisiphone 

Behind the scene had Hermes seated 

With her two sisters. This devised. 
Of debts to Phcebus due instalment, 

Mercury, who coolly looked surprised. 
And asked Apollo what it all meant. 

" With face unwashed, and hair unhempt, 
Stupid in dirt the dirty sat, 

From thought the Cow-boy quite exempt, 
Bid cram his grea^ chaps with fat" 

" Call you this Poetry i*" A shriek 
Of discord, firmest ears appalling, 

Rose, as each fiiry's voice would speak 
How life begins and ends with squalling. 

In the first act the hero shone ; 

The heroine's due praises reckoned 
In stanzas — (I repeat but one) — 

Euphrosyne in act the second. 
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'' Tripping across the daisied greeny 
The blooming viUage-maid has borne 

To her old grandsirey yonder seen^ 

Ripe berries gathered from the thorny 

Her sisters' looks of triumph high 

The bright Euphrosyne rewarded : 
" Is not this Poetry?'^ they cry, 

As each the other deep regarded. 

Again the envious howling's heard ; 

Alecto's voice by horrid screeching 
Shewed how, burlesquing note and word, 

Sly Mercury had her been teaching. 

'^ With glouting look and growling tone. 

Spilling her beer by clumsy jogs, 
A slattern quits Iier bacon-bonCy 

When bade to go and feed the hogs,'' 



Of concord turned to discord proud, 

In screams that well the ears might blister, 

" Call you this Poetry V more loud 
Than at the first demands each sister. 
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The third act shewed the hopes fulfilled 
Of youth and maiden duly mated : 

And gay Thalia softly trilled 
A song of joys anticipated. 

" Tlu: Housewife plus her evening care 

To trim the hearth and spread the board, 

Far him with wham she jays to share 
All that their mutual toils afford,*^ 

" Is not this Poetry ?'' each Grace, 

While untold thought her fency flushes, 

Asks, as Thalia's glowing face 

Respondent beams with hopeful blushes. 

Again was heard that horrid yell ; 

Who heard it would have thought to hear a 
Candid ancient maiden tell 

The truth she must ; as sung Megsera : 

** Like scratching cat and snarling hound 
At evening Man and Wife are caught ; 

Him at the beer-shop duly found 

His spouse, when she her gin had bought.'* 
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With shout of "Fictofy/" a rush 

From their conceahnent make the Furies ; 

The Graces' claim outright to crush 
They h(dd their title now secure is. 

" Call you, this Poetry?" they cry 

With scoffs malign. The Graces tremble, 

And try to speak of Arcady, 

Where life does poetry resemble. 

Well nigh, but man's good luck prevails, 

Had Jove for ever now decided, 
As Themis held the golden scales. 

That Fate had man from verse divided. 

But Fortune, as the play went slow. 
Had made the god feel rather thirsty. 

And bid the potent nectar flow. 

Till rules of strict decorum burst he. 

In praise of Jove all history brings. 
That in his cups he's never rigorous ; 

A right good-hearted soul, he springs 

Upon the stage quite gay and vigorous. 

G 



82 THE FALL OP POETRY. 

He seized Aglai'a's zoneless waist, 

With t'other arm entwined Megaera ; 

A pasHh-trois then gaily paced, 
Like fast-man of this modem era. 

Euphrosyne, Tisiphone, 

Hermes advanced with like respect to ; 
Apollo thought in duty he 

Must take Thalia and Alecto. 

Away ! away ! In Maenad rout, 

Through wood and wild, o'er rock and river, 
With song and jest, and laugh and shout. 

They're joined by each immortal liver. 

(All but the Muses — their control 

Was o'er a Temperance-club presiding,) 

Till, sobered, they regain the knoll, 
And there are Jove's decree abiding. 

He takes his throne, and calls : '^ Hear me. 

As I decide the case before us ; 
Hear, as I sing our high decree. 

Then follow in united chorus." 
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" Godsy FurieSy Graces! Three and three 
Go waltzing round this world of ours; 

At pleasure hang on every tree 

Trophies of triumphj thorns andfUnoersr 

" In mingled Poetry I" The will 

Of Jove they shout ; which Nature hearing. 
Bids all her thousand realms fiilfil. 

The sire of gods and men revering. 

How Poetry, once drawn entire, 

Now half-and-half, its cheapening fall had ; 
We've smig for all who dare inquire 

In this right-truthful serious ballad. 
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WixitUn in ** aS|)o'i^ lKI||o/' 

Who knows " Whafs What'' has soared the height 

Of subtlest metaphysic flight ; 

Who knows " Whx/s Who'' as well will scan 

The pompous claims of haughty man : 

Know both, and truly will you judge 

Of mind and man the facts or fudge ; 

All specious humbugs you'll defy, 

And have the " Wherefore'' of each " Why ?" 
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donmt 

IN REPLY TO A PIOUS FRIEND'S REBUKE FOR NOT REGARDING SOME 
MODERN RELIGIOUS OBSERYANCBS. 



Think me not lost because I shun 

The haunts of lucre-loving thieves, 

Where Show the dazzled soul deceives 

Till Time unmasks what craft begun. 

Oh ! not by gold can grace be won, 

Found when the guileless spirit leaves 

The vain to grasp the true ; nor grieves 

That fancies fond in mazes run. 

Lose not the prime I Come forth with me. 

Our Father mid his works to know ; 

The springing grass to mark, and see 

(Teaching all hope) the lilies grow. 

Thus He of whom I learned will free 

From doubt thine heart, and Trust and Love 

bestow. 
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donnit 



ON HEARING OF THE EMOTION SHEWN BY THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON AS 
HE SPOKE IN THE HOUSE OF LORDS ON SIR ROBERT PEEL's DEATH. 



The tear of Wellington ! Who would not die 
If sure that such a tear for him would flow ? 

A nation starts astounded ! Friendship's glow 
And Faction's rancorous hate have ceased to vie ! 
The Senate's silence, the despairing cry 
Of kingdoms asking, " Who shall now bestow 
A name to curb the strong and aid the low ?" 
Have much for which a noble heart would sigh. 

But not the senate, in its councils high 
Compelled to pause, nor yet the cry of woe 
From millions who their need of guidance know, 
Have ought of honour such as shed the eye 
Of him who to a kindred soul did shew, 
The Great will to the Great their praises ne'er deny. 

July^ 1850 
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Ci^ongl^tt on ti^e f^tmian dptrit'tf ^rogre^tf . 



SnOOBSTEO BT THE TIEW OF DRCIDICJLL REMAINS IN THE ISLE OP MAN. 



The golden gorse on Mona's hills 
As rich a fragrance yet distils ; 
O'er heathery wastes the plover's note 
And curlew's scream as wildly float ; 
The lark as gaily prunes his wings. 
As blithe his joyous carol sings, — 
As when old Snaefeld's gloomy haunts 
Echoed the Druid's mystic chaunts. 

Nature abides ; within her breast 
Retains the eternal types imprest 
On life ; unworn by time or storms. 
They keep the same all-perfect forms 
As first The One Creative Mind 
To race and tribe distinct assigned. 

Not thus does Man perfection win : 
From all without, fix)m all within 
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He gathers aid ; bequeaths his store ; 
Till ages upon ages pour 
Time's cumulated wealth, the meed 
To man's progressive toil decreed. 

A squalid savage roams with brutes, 
Their rights by craft or strength disputes ; 
Or starved or gorged, he knows no aims 
But what the sensual present claims. 

From brighter climes, where heavenly Ught 
Has earlier beamed on mortal sight. 
The dawning springs, the twilight ray. 
Sure presage of the shining day. 
Mysterious awe his soul pervades ; 
Thoughts indistinct, forerunning shades 
Of &iths to come a hold secure 
On man, as through the vast obscure 
They loom, nor reason s grasp demand 
To aid their force with feebler hand. 
Their power is felt : the savage soul 
First learns to own divine control. 
Before his God man's spirit feels 
The thought that to itself reveals 
The soul's own essence. Claiming birth 
And kindred nobler than of earth, 
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The mind emancipated clings 
No more to sensual joys ; but springs 
High as hope's boldest flights allow. 
And, heir to fiitures, scorns the now. 

As when in youthftJ hearts the flame 
Is first enkindled, which the same, 
Long as the vital currents flow, 
Whatever change betide, shall glow. 
And trust that nought of time or fate 
Its fire shall quenph or warmth abate ; 
New thoughts arise : unasked the force 
That called them fi'om their secret source, 
For aye united in the streams 
That sparkle brightened by their beams, 
In tide indissoluble move 
The mingled waves of hfe and love. 

So, when the human soul has felt 
The sense of God and Spirit melt, 
Like sunbeams piercing polar air. 
The mass of coarse material care, 
Congenial nature yields. Then come 
Emotions to a kindred home 
Right welcome. Uninquired his birth. 
His virtue owned, esteemed his worth, 
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Above the noblest of his race 
Never did chieftain take his place 
With claims less questioned than the sway 
Which now man's strongest thoughts obey. 

Religion rules the heart. In change 
The forms of faith may widely range, 
But fixed in all abides the truth, 
'Mid fancies strange, 'mid rites uncouth, 
'Mid all that frenzied fear has dreamed, 
'Mid all that fraudful craft has schemed. 
That Man is more than flesh, and must 
On power unseen repose his trust. 

The Celt receives the Druid's lore 
Amazed, as on the surge-beat shore 
He views, declared in mythic deed. 
The thought his anxious cravings need. 
The cromlech, cairn, the barrow green, 
VThe serpent's westward trail are seen : 
Yon circled stones a proof upraise ; 
The new-fletched spirit's rude essays 
In first attempts at soarings high. 
These witnesses yet testify. 
From yonder wood with awe was brought 
The bough with mystic meaning fraught,— 
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(Think not in noon-day light, with scorn 
Of gUmmerings that precede the mom) ; — 
The bough is waved, and spirits own 
Communion with The Great Unknown. 
They bless the bough, a second birth 
They feel, brutish no more on earth 
Grovels all thought, they reverent dare 
To hope infinity to share. 

Proud on the foaming billows ride 
A diflFerent race. The Sea-Kings guide 
From Scandinavia's misty lands 
Of stalwart chiefs the hardy bands. 
The fight their joy, their only fear 
To sink by age to Hela drear ; 
They use the awfiil runic spell 
That bids the summoned spectre tell 
Who next amid the battle's din 
The hero's envied meed shall win, 
In strenuous fray shall honoured fall, 
And gain a home in Odin's hall. 

Types of well-ordered Freedom's law, 
Primeval woods inspire with awe : 
No vain attempts of feeble pride 
Unerring Nature's growth to guide 
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Distort their forms. They wildly spread, 
Nor liberty unstinted dread, 
Nor ask some pmiy hand's control 
To give them order, lest the whole 
Madly confused should fail to gain 
The place almighty laws ordain. 
Thus in the might collected stood 
Of Freedom's equal brotherhood. 
With native strength and mutual grace 
The indomitable Saxon race. 
They venerate the Solitude ; 
They frame no temple to include 
The Deity : where He o'erhead 
The forest's branching arches spread, 
And bade supporting columns rise, 
The God himself a fane supplies. 
The Earth mysterious they adore. 
Mother of all, whose annual store 
They hope renewed ; as in her car. 
Which no presumptuous gaze may dare 
Inspect, the Goddess veiled moves 
Propitious midst revering groves.* 

* ** Cetenim nee cohibere parietibus deoB neque in ullam humani 
oris speciem asBimulare ex magnitudine caBlefltium arbitrantur. Lucos 
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Aloft the eagle wings his flight. 
His eye unblenching meets the light : 
The leafy wood, the naked wild, 
The rocks in pathless horror piled, 
The rolling tide, the dashing surge. 
Seas that on seas their billows urge. 
All subject own his sway. His power 
Bids every boldest plumage cower ; 
His talon grasps ; no rival shares 
The prey he to his eyrie bears. 
So Rome's stem sons her mandates hurled 
Resistless through a prostrate world. 
In discipline's unswerving bands 
Their l^ons march. No foe withstands 
The pilum's flight ; hears undismayed 
The cohort's shout who see, arrayed 
In bright ms^nificence, to eyes 
Flashing with countless victories 

ac nemoia conBeerant, deorumque nominibus appellant secretum illud 
quod 80I& reyerentift vident. Herthum, id est, teiram matrem, colunt, 
eamque interveniie rebus hominum, invehi populis arbitrantur. Est 
in insult Oceani castum nemus, dicatumque in eo vehiculum, veste 
contectum. Attmgere uni sacerdoti concessum. Is adease penetrali 
deam intelligit, vectamque bubus foeminis multa cum yeneratione 
prosequitur. L«ti tunc dies, festa loca, quaecunque adyentu hospi- 
tioque dignatur, &c."— -E TaciH GermatUSL 
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And faith's creative vision, shine 

The forms which Rome approved divine ; 

Nor, e'en at bidding of despair. 

To turn upon the force can dare 

Of those whose spears to ruthless deed 

Mars and the Dioscuri lead. 

Rome saw ancestral deities 
Reveal her fated victories ; 
By prodigy, by augury, 
She thought to know futurity ; 
The helpless victim's panting breast 
Could rob her firmest souls of rest. 
Or certainty of triumph made 
In hearts that proudest scorn displayed, 
When Death had bade before his shrine 
In fight embattled hosts combine. 

By conquest gained, by justice held. 
The grateful earth had Rome compelled 
To own her worthy of the throne 
She won ; as peerless and alone 
She spoke imperious her decree. 
That all to her submiss were free. 
At her tribunals all might stand 
As citizens, and right demand ; 
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The noblest boast her pride allowed — 
" To spare the subject, crush the proud." 

Commingled races intertwine 
Their faiths, harmoniously combine 
The foliage of the plants that shoot 
Deep in the heart of man their root. 

A yanquished world, subdued to peace, 
From Rome received the arts of Greece ; 
And, sUghting barbarous rites, aspired 
For what Athenian fancy fired. 
Would learn, or hope not understood 
To know the fair, the true, the good: 
This led to Contemplation's bowers 
The sons of those whose fiercer powers 
Had seen the joys of future hfe 
Foreshadowed in the battle's strife : 
For this a Roman's sternest son 
Would scorn the wreath his conquest won ; 
The triumph's pomp, the laurelled brow 
Were nought. Imperial pride would bow. 
And, midst its purple grandeur, yearn 
For nobler good ; indignant spurn 
The crowd's submissive homage paid 
To less than perfect ; seek the shade 
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Where Reason, sheltered from the glare 
Of vulgar splendour, might declare 
What limits good and evil bound, 
What truth the thoughtful wise have found. 

Of humbler port, of loftier hope, 
A Faith uprose in strength to cope 
With all the might the world supplies. 

The deepest wisdom of the wise. 
The strongest forces of the strong. 
Reason's high aims, the charms of song. 
Custom's strict chain. Power's stem command. 
Are folly, weakness, to withstand 
The truths to childlike souls revealed. 
Till vanquished dominations yield. 

In minds of pure and single aim. 
Unknowing schemes of power and fame. 
And chief where woman's trustful smUe 
Declares the soul apart from guile. 
Is cherished faith that He, who feeds 
The birds of air, supplies the needs 
Of man ; that He, who used his power 
To deck the lily's shining flower, 
And bid the all-obedient earth 
Unfold her teeming bosom's worth. 
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Whence springing herb and ripened grain 

Do every living thing sustain ; 

Then over all suspended high 

A gorgeous canopy of sky, 

Where painted clouds and orbs of Ught — 

The glorious sun, the fires of night — 

Attract the upward gaze of man, 

And bid his soul inquire the plan 

That rules their courses, did dispense 

This beauteous vast magnificence, 

Profiisdy poured around the bread 

For mere existence asked, to shed. 

With not a mocking scheme, desires 

For more than animal requires. 

And teach, while bread his bounty gives. 

That not by bread alone he lives, 

Who, conscious of his soul's high birth. 

Would nurture it, nor fear a dearth 

Of knowledge, goodness, power, and light. 

In treasures of the Infinite, 

That shall, by time no more controlled. 

Its ever-growing growth uphold. 

Here pause our thoughts. To statelier sons:s 
The stately ai^ument belongs 
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Of love expanded, hope renewed, 

Of faith advanced to certitude, 

Of peace on earth, to man goodwill. 

Of glory to Him whose praises fill 

The highest. Yet to lowly men 

My lowly rhymes my lowly pen 

Will send. The wish may not be vain 

That bids me think a truthful strain. 

Though wanting charms of diction high 

To win the prize of fame, may fly, 

And wake in chords of finer tone 

A melody beyond its own. 

Nor unrewarded dies the verse 

That would to hopefi.il hearts rehearse 

The thought, that human souls emerge 

From dreary brutishness to urge 

An onward endless flight ; if some. 

Escaped from needfiil toil, will come, 

And on the mountain-side inhale 

The soul-invigorating gale, 

Or higher press, with strenuous feet. 

To gain the summit ; thence to greet 

With silent awe or reverent speech 

The Truths that Nature's voice will teach, 
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Where, proud pretence and form apart, 
Free to the free unshackled heart, 
The quickening beams of Ught divine 
Amidst unclouded aether shine. 
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i!Hp drabe. 



What church's vault, or church-yard turf, 

Or what cathedral's shrine, 
Shall be the sacred spot of earth 

Where thou wilt, dead, recline ? 

Not in the church's aisle 

Mid solemn tones. 
Not in cathedral pile 

'Neath carved stones, 
But where the sunny hours 
Sport among grass and flowers. 

Nurtured by dew and showers, 

There lay my bones. 

So, when a thoughtful friend 

Thither shall stroll. 
Musing on hopes that send 

Peace through the soul. 
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Joyous he'll driiik supplies 
Fresh from the balmy skies, 
Whence streams of life arise 
Endless to roll. 
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Not to gay Fashion's men, sportive and vain ; 
Not to coarse Mammon's men, greedy of gain ; 
Not to high Honour's men, bom to command ; 
Not to proud Learning's men, solemn and grand, 

Do I send you, my verses. 

The gay would neglect you, 
The busy reject you, 
The noble suspect you. 
The learned correct you. 

Unfortunate verses ! 

Sooner than such a fate 
Should upon you await. 
For whom I've musing sate 
Early as well as late, 

I would rend you, my verses. 

Seek but Her who of love will deem you the sign, 
Seek the true Hand that is plighted to mine. 
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Seek the warm Heart that with constancy glows, 
Seek the full Soul that with kindness o'erflows, — 

Hopes attend you, my verses ! 

For she will not pain you, 
That hand will retain you, 
That heart a bliss gain you, 
That soul a thought deign you. 

Most fortunate verses ! 

Far from all sordid aim. 
Making no boastful claim, 
Careless to win a name. 
Unto no higher fame 

I commend you, my verses. 
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